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in time for Mograh (evening prayers), Ixrause the heat
of Bombay makes it nearly impossible for any European
to go out before sunsef, I wore a tarhush, that my
forehead might touch (he ground while praying. Beyond
a high doorway many men were busy in the twilight
unrolling the mats on which one executes the prescribed
rakahis or obeisances to Allah,

The Chief Imam was not llu-re, but after my devo-
tions, I sat for a while in the ^uuluw of a ^reat column
near a staircase in order to study the amazingly pictur-
esque worshippers, who seemed r<'pm>,rnt alive of all
the Islamic races between the Himalayas and Cape
Comorin, Hill Tnhesnn<n rarryiny crooked swords
walked beside placid peasants fjorn th<* plains of native
states. In addition to labmnvrs of a typr that also
swarmed throughout Natal I found elegantly dressed
professional! men, in cut-aways and Bond Street frock-
coats, but turbaned.

Lost in the examination of this Eastern pageant, I

did not notice an old man, evidently from some coastal

region, who had walked up to nut.   As I looked round

and saw his grey beard and shabby gown, he placed

three copper coins at my side.   They were annus, worth

about a hundredth of a rupee,   Ere I could slop him

the Syed's servant, who lounged nearby, sprung forward

and raced after the retreating giver, calling out very

xinsavoury words.   Coming back without the money,

the hotel employee explained that this present was not

irade solely out of charity.   "He evidently knew you

were on the Haj, Sahib/1 spoke the attendant, "and so